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descendesd from it. Turaing Into a cross
street, and walking slowly as if careless |
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pellant gesture. The merchant shrank
back with a groan, and the vision

y : of the storm, e reached a large brown | faded.
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WHAT SANTA CLAUS SUNG,

Or uchange (hat e rong,
On his voluble tongue,
As he sat awl swung,
L.ast night about one,

O p pot-hook that bung
I my fre-place |

‘e

ONCE was u ehild—
I ween merey and mild,
Ax the Spricgtime of life has e'er veen ;
| ehased plessure all day,
And my heart was 4s gay.
As the fowers that followed the stream.'”

servantin livery shatashe zaw the man,
the domestic shrank back timidly, and
maide room for him to enter. Throwing
off his overcoat and hat, aud divesting
liimselfof his \vet'boots, the man gave
them to the servant.

“A cup of tea, David, in the library,”
he said, coldly, #s he passed into o lux-
urionsly farnished apartment opening
from the hall.

It was s  beattiful room; and t
taste had been displayed In itz adorn-
ment. The book-eases sl furniture
were of the choivest kinds, an open fire
burned in the haudsome grate, und even
to the minutést article, every thing was
in s place. Perfect order reigned
throughout, but there was in everythin
that coldness and sternness that mark
the owner of 30 much comfort.

The man drew a l’“f" arm-chair be-
fore the grate, and sinking into it raised
his feet to the fire. He never looked
about him, bat kept his gaze fixed stead-
ily before him. “®nly once he raised his
eyes o glance at a portrait which hun
oyer the muutel, It was a woman’s
face—n face so pure and tewder in its
loveliness, th but wonder if

WQ‘ gman being.
Only ouce the gazed stit, and as
a8

it was really

4 parent to turn away from a child.”
The merchant shaddered. He was
thinking of his own child, and how he
had tarned from her prayer of merey.
The figure laid its hand apon him and
drew him away. He knew they were
in New York again, and that they were
huarrying through the city in ithe midst
of the storm; for hecould feel the snow
driving furiously in his face, and the
keen wind chilled him through and
through. They passed into one of the
lowest quarters of the city, and entered
a miseruble dwelling, The firure led
him up long flights of stairs, until final-
ly they entered a chamber, so wretched
and mean, that the merchant shrank
back with disgust.

A flickering tallow dip shed a fesble
light through the room, adding to its
misery an hundred fold, On a low bed
4 jman Iny, wan and emaciated. A wo-
mian sat by the cradle, sewing busily,
her e, Wil seeming even wore
ghastly by the uncertain light: and on
# low pallet two children lay aslecp—for
the while nnconscious of the suffering
around them, The fire in the stove was
dying away, and the room was growing
colder every moment, Gideon Grindem
gazed with horror at the scene, and

“Then yoth'l e he filled with .-: turned o fly from it, but the figure Iaid
w_n'ni'l';‘;'i?ur‘r_\-".".rg :h:un“g. C ore 4n ex aof its Imlur heavily upon him, and drew
Full of hapes that wore kil 513“! lﬂ U te n he sank bac !ll “his | him up cloze beside the sorrowiul wo-
‘:1 ;’;"1[“;‘;::‘,':,;',';,';;,':' wig cl is ayes fell the fire. | man, as she sat =ewing her life away;
OF the sun of Wy Summer’s sky." The domestic ‘placed the re- | and as he gazed, the merchant saw that

-
nd of plan,
lust but n day ;
wel my shenves,
1t nlas how like leaves
In the Autumn Gime, Friends dmwop away 1™

s ennn was
¥ i &

“ Whaen the chill wiods blaw.

Aud iy whitened hesd knew,
That the Winter of Tife had come ;

sSaid 1, YTell me [ pray,’

To my heart one day,
SWhat good in this world huve we done "'

freshments his muter% ered on 4 small
stand at l{:: side, and “ﬁllguluwoi::l“ 80
wh withered n (e
ly,n;mhhanlww bim, and still
with that reightened, timid look he had
first worn. .

He was a very lonely man,this Guleon
GiriRBehigiA Spis ol afihis wealth. | He
wag a proud, cold , aud his unhap-

s Whe GHIenY o ik awi woakiog.

in spite of the marks of care and suffer-
ing which it bore, the woman’s face
waus wonderfully like that of his dead
wife, No wonder, for the woman was
his danghter. A cold sweat stood on
his brow, and his heart secemed to stop
still. It was fearful to stand thus and
gaze on such a dreadful scene.

A slight wpovement of the wan in the
bed caused the woman to look up.

‘ears ago he had marvied & womun| “Are yon awake, George?” she
:\M x I;:ruﬂiltl:‘ln tlsumh— much yg:kn r than himself, but such a | asked.
nil then e drum, A - &% = PR il P el
IR e g o o e PR womgi ) onice id a life I havenot been asleep, darling,” re

Who seomod marching me on,
To my grave, 1o the song,
“Your thought= have all been to yoursell,"?

** I answersd, *No oo !
This ran not be 5o
My lhnuf(llh hnve #of all boen of self 4
Tt by day and by night,
My rt with its might,
Kept thae tothe song of the elf.”

“In my ear still ringing
Was thiselfin's .-]ngin.‘
Aly Life growing weary n .-:aJ,
Whaen one diay he sang,
Y'roe pleasure will come,
As wo try o make ofher hearts glad."'"

“ How thankful I've been.
For the lesson taught then,

For it ted mid the poor and distressed,
Where my wakening henrt
First learned Lo lmpart

Hopst mud joy to the sarrowing breast.””

0 ! then =ael delight

Filled mr hireast, that one night
Tu iy peavers, | asked over (o stay 3

W here the sorry and sod,

1 enubl love and make glal,
Till theie grinf should be driven Rway.”

HNol come now with us,*
The elfin spoke thus

"Rur twiee in the year i'ml MAV go,
i b

time, and having seen, can never forgot.
Had she lived, he might have beeu hap-
pier and better, hus_.ﬂ;.ﬁl. been dead
twmlve 5y 204 .No, Adiving belng

~her, in the merchant’s
heart. e Liad lefshbn one child, and
despite his coldness, he had lavished
upon thislittle one a love onlyless strong
thau than that he liad boroe her mother,
At eighteen this girl had married a poor
elerk that he had taken into hisemploy.
He had enst: hiey off forever. and now
her name was never mentioued in his
house, For four years be had not seen
her face save once, when she came one
cold winter night to beg for ald and for-
giveness. He crushed the yearning of
1ils heart for her, nnd tarned her into
the street; as he would, haye done to a
dog that bad strayed into his house. it
wus a cruel act, and since then he had
bLeen harder and sterner than ever. He
hatl no friends. His acgunintances
shunned him, and sought his presence
only when business made it necessary.
No visitor ever crossed his threshold;
hts were ever

U'e make fgoes brighter, no happy sounds or lig
And Heavy hearth lghter, heard or seen within the walls of his
OF the good people dwelting below,=” dwelling. Even his servants feared and

il twlee i’ n kun,
Brown the chilmuey [ vome,
With my teeasures, and heart ftall of cheer ;
Con innglh as eatl,
‘Meriry Christioaa’ to all,
And you =hout ni my *Harry New Yzax.'"

BENNY.

I tned tobdd Wim Clhiristmas morning,
A= he sat upon my knee,

Holding fast his little stockings,
Stuffed as fall as fall conld be,

Aml attentive listening to me
With a face demnr and mil

Whiet old Saute Clang, who filled them,
IHdd not love n niaghity child.

SRu wetll he good, won't me, Maodery'?
Aopd Ppown o mey Tap he shid
Digging deep nmong the gondies
In his evimson stockings bid.
While T tnrned me tomy table
Where a lempting goblet stoodd
With n dainty drink, brimmed over,
Sent me by o neighbor good.

But the kKitten, there hafore me,
With his white paw, nothing loth,
Sat by way of entertalnmont,
Stapping of the shining froth
A vel dn noe the gentlest hpymor
At loss of sual n Epest,
1 vondess, | rather rudely
Throst him out into the street.

up the preclons store,
sty been ponring
I s tiny pinatore.
With a gewerons look that shamed me,
Sprang up from the carpet bright,
Showing by his mien indignant
Alla bahy*s sensic of right.

Cnme ek, Tiarvey,” callest he loudly,
A= bo behd hisapron white,
“Yaon sall have my candy wablit
_ Buithe door was tnstened tight ;
Bor he soo] abashed and silent,
Te this centre of the floor,
With defested look alternnte
Hent an me and on the door.

Then, as by same sudden hnpulse,

Qirickly ran he to the five,
And while engerly his hright eyes

Wat fthe Dames ;i:llll sherand higher.
clear Kes, he shonted,
Yittle elr,
down the chimney,
have herself '

“1 will bo a good wivl, Benoy,™
Sali I, feoling the reproot
A nd striightway yecallud poor Harvery
Mewing on the gallery roaf,
Lnughter sl away the frown,
Al the, wholled "neath the live-onks
Till the dusky night came down.,

Inwy
Har

il thre-Hghited] elinmber

irred benoeath my chalr,

Al my v-worn oy beside me
Kuveit to ¢ hits eveniog prayers

Widod Boss fader, God bess moder,
Gunl Ltss slstor “—then o pans,

Ao ther siwe

t Vot lips nltt‘onﬂ}'
Murinu ‘

il hess Santa Kaus,''

2 hrown aud silkon
omge and meek
linging shadows
el peachy cheek ;
wove lim, wurgrin;
Fhanklnl tenrs, O Undefted
For s woman’s crown of glory,
For the hlessing of a clidhl,

. ——————e

Chideon Grindem’s Christ-
mas,

Y JAMES v, M'CARE, JE.

&) g S
PR\
1 Ay white-taewil elock on the

> City Hadl staved grimly out into
1“' the night, and its  truthfal
\wﬁk 22 hands informed the people  in
the nelghhborhiosd  that. it was eleven

o'vlock on Chivistinas eve, 1Ewas a genu-

ine old=fashiloned Christinas eve, at that,
antd the strects of New York were white
with anow., and the wind was whirlin

the dhrifts about fntastically, to the evi-

slont disgcomfore of the old apple and hot

corn woinan by the Park railing, who
Linngeee
Lite s

of the honr, boping to turn an-

athier hone=t penny from soine passer-hy
hefore imidnight, 1'he old allad-vender
had pucked up his stock in teade and be-
taken himzelf homewird long ago, and
tollowed

mnst off the New Yorkers had
Lis example, so that the streets were al-
annst deserted,

e man, of Teast, was abroad In the
stovin, il ng lie tirned into a gate of
the Park o yainke a0 short ent over to
Broadway, where the stnges were still
running. the ol apple woman, thinking
shie mizht fimd In Lim anether customer,
hegan o pitiful petition w him to buy ot
hier wares, when he tnrned to her sharp-
ly, and the luplight fell full apon his
fnee, A glinee satisfled the woman,
amid it necded not his ecold peboll to
canse her to shirink back from him wjth
a (rvightened look. The man possed
over o Browlway, and paosing n mo-
ment for i stage o come up, entered
the clattering vehicle,

of the presenceof the other passen

at their posts in spite of the

and settled him-
self in hig seat ns i totally unconsclons
s,
His entrance seemed o cast a ehilling
influence over them, (or soon they grew
silent, and wrapping their conts  and
shawls closer arouwnd them, wondered if

avolded him. He was alone in the wide
world, and he knew it. He knew he
must live ulone, and that when he came
to die, he mlml‘.lgo to the grave with not
one loving or pitying heart to cheer his
last moments, or miss him when he was
gone. [t was a sad, sadl thought to Lim,
and somehow it came to him to-night
with redoubled force., This was why
his eyes elouded and his face twitched
vith pain when he looked at the picture
of hig dead wife,
The refreshiments by hig side re-
mained untouched, and the werchant sat
with his hands folded wearily, and his
eyes fixed absently on the fire—so still,
50 tranguil, that one might have thought
him asleep. And as he sat there,through
the storm, and th the closeidl and
curtained windows of the reom, came
the sweet tones of the mldnight chimes
of Trinity. The music of them filled all
the air, risinF and falling with the wind.
It was a glad_solemn song they sung,
for it was a glad and solemn tale'they
told ; for they sng that the Christ-child
was born. )
“Gideon Grindem!"
The voice so soft, and yet so distinct
and sweet, that it thrilled the merchant
to his utmost sonl.  “Gideon Grindem,”
the voice said, “are you glad that Christ-
mans has come-again 27’
‘The voice came from the fire, and the
wmerchant glanced down at the hearth,
There, standing just below him, was
a strange, but beautiful figure. It
seemed like an angel, for its face was
radlent with'gurity aud beanty, and its
garments were of spotless white, It was
searcelv a foot high, and its eyes weie
so small that they seemed like diamond
points. Yet they looked straight into
the merchant’s sonl, and rewl all that
was passing there, and the proud man
kunew it, and shuddered.
“Gideon Grindem,” said the voice
again, **are you glad that Christmas has
come ?""
‘I'his time the tone was so reproachful
that the tears started to Gideon Grin-
dem’s eyes, and he bowed his head mud
replied:
“Alaz! Of all the world, I alone have
nothing to rejoice for to-night.””
“Listen to me,” said the little figure,
sottly. “1 am Conscience, and I have
come to gpeak with you. We have been
strangers for a long time, but [ have
come back to you again. You must hear
me to-night, for you cannot drive me
away antil morping; aod O, if vou are
wise, Gideon Grindem, do not drive me
away then!”
The merchant sat silent amd tremb-
ling. He knew he was powerless, and
he could not take his eves from the little
figure on the hearth. But i3 was no
longer little, for it grew In size every
moment, until it assumed a gigautic
form, and a wmien so stern and terrible
that the merchant almost shrieked with
terror a8 he gazed at it.  Yet he could
not turn his cyes away. One thing only
remained nnchanged, the volee of the
figure was a8 sweot and solemn as ever.
T'he merchant felt that he would give all
his wealth to escupe from [ts presence,
bt he could not move a limb,
“What do yon want with me? he
gasped. I will show you,” said the
figure, solmuly. “Cowme with me!"
The merchant felt a strong hiand grasp
him hy the shonlder, and thoe next mo-
ment he was horne through space with
u speed go rapid that it deprived him of
the abllity to ery out. Suddenly there
wis i pause, and hie opened his eyes.
He started in astonislunent as the scenc
before him.

It was n little, plainly farnished room,
Evervthing betokened contentiment,

riches, A bright fire burned in the
ant lamp litup the room. A woman,
neither old nor young, sat by the fire,
and at her feet knelt & elild, with his
little hands folded in peayer. Thaera wns
a look of guiet happiness in the pale
face of the wowman, and her saft eyes
were hent tenderly upon the ehild nt her
foot, as he whispered hiz prayer o low
that only she and the angels heard it
The merchant gazed at the scene in ut-
ter bewilderment. ‘I'hen his eyves grew
misty, amnd o great sob swelled up from
his henrt.  Ie had recognized the two—
the boy was himsell, and the woman was
iiis mother.
Do you eyer pray now, Gideon Grin-
dem 27 asked the voice of the figure;
and tiie merchant knew that Conscience
“":“I‘,"‘l",“;lﬂ' hlu}h '
‘Pray!" he s sad,
Goa 17 ’ b
The woman tured to lmm slowly, and
he stretehed out his hands imploringly.
“0O mother, mother!"" he sobbed. “Let
me be your innocent boy again 1"’
But the sweer face clouded with a

#Pray! O my

it wis not prowing colder,

'whispered,

though at the same thne an absence of

open grate, and the soft light of a pleas-

plied the man, sally. “I cannat rest
for thinking, and the knowledge that 1
am 80 helpless makes me wretched, Onr
fuel is out, and we can get no more until
the day after to-morrow, aud we shall
freeze in this weather, and on Christ-
mas day, too, I could beur it for mysalr,
Nellie; but when I think of you and
our e¢hildren—"

His volve failed him, and he sobbed
with Litter anguizh., The woman
dropped her work and beut over him,
trying to soothe him.

“We must trust in God, George,'

’ she

“‘He will not desert us.”
“1f your father was human, if he
were not a flend—"" exelaimed her hus-
band, fiercely; but she Interrupted hifm.
e is my father, George.”' said his
wife, soitly. “L forgive him all the
wrong he has done us, and L pray God
to blezs himand to soften hiz heart,”
Gideon Grindem groaned, and turning
to the figure, cried imploringly :
“Let us go away! 1 cannot
this!™"

‘The figure silently led him from the
room, and down the long stairs, outin-
to the street agnin. It was no longer
night there, for the sun was shining
brightly, sud the thoroughfares were
thronged with busy crowds hurrying
to their accustomed avocations. The air
wis keen and frosty, and the exira
wrappings and comforters which the
eople wore, assured the merchant that
t was very coli.

The figare led him into a large store
on one of the business streets, and only
stopped when they reached the count-
ing room, where several merchants were
collected around the stove. Gideon
Grindem aund his companion paunsed he-
side themy bt the gentlemen did pot
seem conscious of their preseace.
“What was that you said abont Gideon
Grindem #*” asked one.

L said he is a heartless
plied aunother.

“What new thing has he done?**

“He has killed his daughter, and her
husband and children. "T'hey froze to
death yesterday, in a miserable hovel
near East River. Think of it—on Christ-
miag day, too—and old Gideon rolling in
wenlth in his sumptuons home [**

“‘He hag.a tough conseience,’’ said the
first gpeakeérs “but I wonld not like to
be in his place when he comes to die.””
Gideon Grindem’s heart stood still.
“1t is true,’” said the figure, solemnly.
“In the sight of God you have mur-
dered your children 1™

The merchant’s brain seemed on fire,
and he shrieked aloud with anguish. for
the terrible words burnt into his soul
like red-hot firons. The figure at his
side was so stern, so terrible, that he
eould not bear to look at it.
“Have mercy ou me!™
“My heartis breaking!™

bear

19

brute! re-

he groaned.

“Your heart, miserable man!” ex-
clnimed the figure, sternly. “Would
you see your heart?? And without

waiting for a reply, the figure placed its
hand heavily on the merchant’s headl
and bowed it so that it scemed to turn
his eves inward. He ecould but look,
and to his horror, he saw in the place
where his heart should have been, o lid-
eons mass of corrnpltion, so foul, so
horrible, that he shuddered to look at
it. 5

“It has changed greatly since you
ave it to your dewd wife, Gideon Grin-
em,"" said the figure, sully.

“Have mercy on me?"” the mercliant
plended.

“Were you merciful to your ehild "
asked Conscience, sternly, “Have vou
kept the vow vou made to vour dead
wife, to love and protect her child al-
way ¥

The merchant was =ilent.
he had been pitiless and erael.
“Come with me," coutinned the figure,
“and I will show you what shall be the
end of all thi«¥"”

Again the merchiant felthimselr borne
swl.l'l]}' :|lulig, aml when he opened  his
eyes agaln, he tonnld hiwmsell in his own
home,

He stood in his chamber, aud in-
voluntarily he marked the contrast be-
tween lts luxurions comforts and  the
mizerable garret in which his daaghter
hud frozen to deatl, 1o saw, to bhis sur-
prize, his desk,where he kept his private
papers and a considerable stum of money
open, and one of his servants searching
eagerly among the contents, He tried
to spring forwaid to stop the man, but
conld not move, aud when he oydeay-
ored to speak, his volee falled him. The
figure pointed silently to the s, and
Gideon Grindem lookedl helplessiy in
that direction.

A man lay on the bed, =ilent and mo-
tionless, Ilis hands were elazped muate-
ly an his Lregst, and bis eyes were wide
open and staring Mankly st the ceiling,
Gideon Grindem bent over mind  gaged ai
the countenance, but he shrank back in
horror and dismay., Never hwl hie seeu
such alook of despair as that dewd man's
face wore.  So stlll, <o terrible was it,
that it seemed to be something superni-
tural.  The merchant shrank back with
a groun; for the face npon which he
looked was his own. v

“fa this to be the and 2" he moanedd,

“Phis will be the end,” s3§d the lignre
ﬂanlllllly. o die alone, neglecled and
unloved, and without hope hereaflter,
God help you, unhappy man

Tha figure slowly faded sway, anid
Gideon Grindem fooked up with a stavh,
He was sitting in his libeary, with the
untasted refreshments on the staud by
Ins side, and the embers cold nnd lifeloss
in the grate befora him.
barning in the chandlier with u sickly

lare, wind throngh the eurtained
dows streamed the broad, full light of
the. Christmas sun. The merchant

e kuew

eee.

look of mingled sternness and horvor,

The gus was

win-

raubbed Liis oyes and stared aronnd va-
cantly. Then his gyze yested on the por-
teait of his dead wife, over the njantel-
The goliden shushine fell loving-
y upon her face, and the eyes of the
womnn who hal been so dear  to Tim,

asthey ghone upou ldm, cavrying light
straight into his heart that had been =o
dark. Involuuturily he placed his hand
on his heart, and remembered how he
hal seen it, then a great =ob burst from
hiw, and he evied :

“0D, God be thanked! it was but a
drgum.’”
Another look into the Jear eyes of the

wonan who hiaud loved him, and he sank
down on his kness and bowed his head
lowly and reverently. Gideon Grindem
was praying.

it was still early morning when the
handsome carriage of the wmerchant
drove by the Park on its way to East
River. The old apple woman, rejoic-
ing in the suunlight that had followed
the storm, was spremding hier wares on
her table, when she was startled to see
the handsome equipage pause hefore her
stand, and o hear the same voice that
had repubsed her so rudely the night be-
fore, eall to her to approach. She did
s0 tremblingly, and when the merchaut
bade her cheerily, hold out her hand,
she obeyed because she feared to refuse.
But her sarprise was redoubled when
she saw him laying in herwithered palm
a bright golden le, which sparkled
jovously in the Christinas sunlight,
“What is this for, sir ¥*’ she faltered.
*To keep Christmas with, old lady,”
said the merchant, cheerily. He signed
to the driver to move on, but as the car-
ringe set off again, he caught a faint
“God blezss you, sip?” in the tearful
tones of the old worhan,
Down through the vile streets,reeking
with filth, and erime, and misery, that
mark the worst quarter of the great city,
the splendid equipage passed, amid the
wondering gliances and remarks of the
denizens who marvellédto see it in sach
a pluce. It paused before a miserable
dwelling, and the merchant sprang out
with a lushed, excited face,and horried
up the rickety stuirs, fearing that one
part of his drenm might be true, after
all. HMe Imﬂ.hoal open a door aud’ en-
tered a miserable room. A glance satis-
fied him that the blessed dayhad brought
no joy to the immates of this sad abode,
A woman, pale and careworn, sat by
wu cmuly grate, with a look of helpless-

uess o i her sweet, young face, while a
man, wan amnd sickly. Iay on the bed
with clozed eyes, and  two  children

rested ona rude pallet, still happy in
their innocent slumbers.

Startled by the mnoize, the woman
looked up. Gideon Grindem’s eyes
clonded, aud e held out his arms and
fultered :

“My daughter, forgive me!”

With a gladery she sprang into his
arms, and a penitant father féit that he
wis forgiven.

In half an hour, the earriage returned
to the mansion in Twenty Fifth street,
but this time it was full of happy hearts,
who left the scene of their misery never
to return to it again.

The princely mansion had never
seemed so gay beforeas on this blessed
Christmas when it rang with the merry
shouts of the ¢hildren, dnd echoed the
soft lnughter of the elder ones; and us
Gideon Grindem listened he lifted up his
heart and blessed God for the dream le
had seut him to bring back so much
happiness,

———— —

CHERISTHAS AT MAPLEWOOD

BY EMMA GARRISON JONES.

It was mid-winter down at Maple-
wooild Farm: the hills white with snow,
and the branches of the giant elms, that
stood guard ronnd the old farm-house,
brown and bare. The afterncon upon
which onr little story opens was in De-
cember—a clear, erisp afternoon, with
i clondless sky, anda ‘ow. dazzling sun,
dropping down all too soon behind the
dark pine-ridge that belted the western
horizon.

Sguire Marvin and his boys were
down in the hollow gathering up pine-
fagzots; the old roan mare standing
meditatively i the sunshine, while they
heaped the swagon with the rich resin-
ous wood. At home, in the kitchen,
Mrs. Marvin and Lizzie were elbow deep
in cakes and pumpkin-pies.

“Bring me that spice in the left-hand
corner of the blue chest, Lizzie’” Mrs.
Muarvin was saying3; “and a few more
of the golden pippins: we must get
abont the mince-piez now—father
wonldn’t think it was Christmas if he
had no mince-ples,”

But juft as Lizzie was going ont to do
her erennd, she was stopped in the door-
way by a visitor. Cousin Simon, from
Sleepy llollow, a young giant standing
six feet in hiz bLoots. e hud come to
town with u sleigh full of skins and
furs, and just dropped in to say that his
father and mother wanted them all
down at Sleepy Hollow on Christmas-
day. The old man had taken a fancy to
gather all his living relatives together
on that day, mul treat them to the big-
gest kind of a dinner,

“You'll not fail te come now,' the
voung man urged, at parting; *‘father’s
set s heart on having you all together
—"twill be the last time he says; and
the old lady's making wonderful prep-
arations, T tell yon. We shall have a
gay time; and John's coming home,too
| torgot to mention that John's coming
home, Lizzie.”

Lizzie overturned the spices she was
pounding, aml grew rosy red (o the very
roots of her pretty brown hairg then
bridling and shuking dewn that same
preity  bair with o conquettish toss of
the Lead.

“Well, what ifhe is 2" she responded.

Consin Simon winked Knowingly as
he pinched Ler eheek.

“Nothieg atall, little coz," he vaplied,
teusingly, “only I thought yon might
care to know. If you don’t, however,
L think Susie Hastings will. I must
drive by and drop her the news.  Good-
bye,”

Lizele comprezaed her lips, amd went
on pounding her spices.  What did she
care? John and sbhe had been play-fel-
lows, and school-mnates, and fust friends
in years gone by, John always made a
pet of her; he brought her the reddest
apples, and the largest nue; and drew
her on hissled in winter; and swam
the luke to got hor watepslilles [n sum-
mer when he was a boys and in riper
yeanrs they attended the same singing-

school, and =at in the same pew at
chureh. Engaged, lookers-on  pro-

noupced them: bat, for all their fnti-
muey, no love-word hul yet pazsed be-
tween them,

When Johin left ome, to vead law in
a distant town, his last visit was to Ma-
plewond, and he left a plain Fultl ring
with Lazzie as o keepsake; and t]lruugﬁ
the dreary months of his absence, shie
Lzl never once removed it from her fin-
wer, e was coming home now! The
news had made her cheeks bloom with
delighit; but down 1o her hidden hieart
was 4 Httle thorn that spoiled all her
Heasura,  John hgd net wrltten one
Ine to her during Lis absence—szhe did
not mind that s much; bot he had
writhen to Snusle IInstings, that w
what stang her, and to the very quiok,
ton.  Miss mimella Perkins, the village
gossip, was the bearer of this delectable
information.

SAWell, Lizzie,” she sald one day,
flonpcing in, and laking out a roll of
kuyitting-work, “when did yoy  hoear
from Jolng"

*They had a Jotter at Sleepy  ITollow
lust week,” Lizsie answeved guictly,
S e was doing well,™

“Ie don’t write to yvou theny |
thought you correspomded, in vourse,
being as yon kept eompany so long.™

Lizzie vouchsafiul no answer,
wont on:

“8nsie Mastings had a lecter on Thurs-
duy—I1 was there when it eame. e
writes to her regular, I b'leive,”

Lizzie askeidl no questions relative to
the matter, but the remembrance of it
rankled in her heart like a thorn, Bt
she wade up her mind ]iq gn to Sleepy
Hollow with the rest, and iy tho exeile-
ment of wetting up appropriate apparel

She

T r z 7 3 , <
At last the stage pansed, and the man | and the hand was rulsed with a re-‘l seemed full of sweetness and tenderness | she half forgot her vexation. Her dress

wis exquisite—an all wool merino of the
richest andd warmest erimson, trimmed
with sparking bugles and dainty lace,
anid a eomh st with pearls to keep back
her silken triesses.  When the last stiteh
was set, she put them away in the great,
oaken chest: and the silly chilid wounld
creep up a (dozen times a day, and raise
the heavy lid to fesst her eves on their
beauaty.

Christinas-eve eame at last. The great,
double-horse sleigh was drawn up he-
fore the door, ready to make a sharp
start for Sleepy Hollow on the morrow.
Just before the clear, wintry sunset,
Miss Pamelia dropped in.

“I've been running ronnd all the af-
ternoon,™ she began, seuting herself in
the best arm-chair, and putting out her
heavy shoes before the fire, *wishin
my ueighbors a merry Christmas; auﬁ
I couldu’t think o' slighting you, Miss
Marvin, though I shouldn’t wonder if
the tramp don't gie' me my death o’
cold. The snow’s aeslick as butter, and
the wind cuts like a knife. T'm jest
from Miss Herkemp's; but they're all
hieels over head o cooking and cleaning,
and 1 might as well o' spared myszelf the
trouble o' going, for all the comfort 1
had.”

Mrs., Marvin smiled, and said, “In-
deed ™ and Miss Parmelin went on.

“They never was much, them Her-
kemps; they're a tight-tisted, stingy set;
and many be the mouthful they’ve eat
in our house when my poor father was

wlive. Ah, me! Chrisunazs was Christ-
mas then, Why, Miss Marvin, if you'll
Ileive me, my father had more for

oue night's handings ronnd than some
folks have for their whoele Christinas;
but I s'pose you’ll have a grand time
down ut Sleepy lollow? Yon're all
going ¥’

“Yes, we intend to go—uncle wishes
all his relatives to be there,”

“What for? Is he going to make his
will? By-the-by, Lizzie, John's come
home—I saw him at Miss Hastings’ this
moruing.”’

Lizzie was fishing up doughnuts from
a seething eaunldron before the fire; but
as Miss Parmelia delivered this plece of
mtelligence, =he let the ladle tall, seat-
tering the brown nuts over the earpet,
aied gealding her hands with the hot
lard.

“Lizzie,” zuld her mother gently,com-
ing to her relief, *“let me finish these,
and do you go and bind up vonr hand:
and then bring a glass of wine and a bit
of cake for Miss Permelia*”

She obeyed in silence, and Miss Par-
melin proceeded to finish her gos:s
“Yes,” she continued, weditatively,
“Jobin was over at Squire Hastings® this
morning, and it's beginning to be
buzzed about that he's sparking Susie.
If it’s true, 1 think it's rale mean in
him, after keepin’ company with Lizzie
50 long—I know it makes her feel bal.”
“Don’t worry yourself, Miss Parme-
lin,”* said Mrs, Marvia smilingly. “John
will be sure to do right—he and Lizzie
are cousing, and will always be good
friends. I don’t think Lizzie’s much
troubled about his attentions to Sosie.”
She spoke this last seutence in rather
a lowld tone, that it might reach Lizzie's
enar. She was just returning with the
enke and wine; but she did not need her
mother’s warning. Iler brown eyes
were bright and tearless, and her hip
wore a scornful eurl, which said plainer
than words, that she was atterly indif-
ferent to cousin Johu,

Bat that night, in her own room, with
her face buried in the pillow, she gave
way to her grief, and wept and sobbed
like a chilil.

“Mother!™

*Well, dear 2™

The sleigh waz at the door, the horses
chiumping at their bits, and sending out
little thrills of tinkling melody, in the
early Chiristimas light, The boys were
already =eated, awd Squire Marvin was
impatiently awaiting his wife.

“Mother ' called Lizzie's voice,plain-
tive and tremulons, “I eannot go—please
let me stay.”

Mrs. Marvin tarned, and looked fora
moment at the sad, voung face; then she
drew the drooping form to her bosom,

and Kissing it in silence turned and
left her.
“Where's Lizzie?” questioned the

Squire: “why don’t she huarry 27

“she’s not going—there, father, let
her stov. and ask no questions now,’
replied hiz wite.

Ie looked puzzled a moment, then
nodding his head from side to side, he
jumped into the sleigh, and the horses
pranced off, filling all the Maplewood
valleys with & chime of bells.

Lizzie clozed her ears to the sound
with heroic determination; and forcing
back the hot teass thatwell-nigh blinded
her, sat berscell to work — employ-
ment, just then, being the only thing
that coald save her from breaking down
into absolute despair.  She tidied up the
kitchen, swept and dusted every room
in the house, and then fell to sewing,
singing ull the while as blithe as a bivd.
Never did the Maplewood-hills listen to
sweeter melody. OF conrse, it was a
little dull to spend her Christmas all
alone, ahd be cheated out of her visits
but she did not cdre a straw about John
—not she,

But when the day bezan to wane, and
the Dbright, Christmas son hung low
above the gloowy pine-ridges when the
shadows gathered in the old sitting-
roou, and the erickets begin to ehirp be-
neath the hearth, poor little Lizzie grew
terribly lonely. Her work was all
done; she had put ap the chickens and
fed her pigeons:; and now she coulid do
nothing but sit before the great log-fire
and think., Fer a few moments she
strugeled against these thoughts, but
they would come. She could see the
great hall at Sleepy Hollow, the roaring
fires, and the long Christmas-table, with
its brown turkeys and hoge plum-puad-
dings; anud all her young cousins go gay
and happy. Would they wmiss her?
Would any one call her pame?  OfF
eonrse not, Johin had Susie Hastings to
eare for, He had forgotten the days
when be nsod to call her his “darling.”

The retrospect wius Loo trying, the
brave little heart gave way, and slidling
down to the floor, she buried her face in
the cushions of the old arm-chair, gl
let the tears, that bl been making her
poor little head ache and throb all day,
flow like April rain.  ‘'The yellow,
Christmas sna dropped lower and lower:
the little, brown birds wont twittering
home to the heidges: it would soon be
night—and then, what a jolly thne at
Sleepy  Hollow!  Ilow  gayly Susic
wortld danue, iu her bundsome blue silk,
costlier and prettier by far thau her
poor little merino lying up in the great
ok chest,

There eame 0 meny borst of sleigh-
bells on the frosty alr—but Lizzie did
not hearken.  Soon after a step upon the
poreh—Diek’s, of courses; he was bring-
ing in the morning wood : hut prescatly
a strong arm raised the drooping litle
flizure, sud, salibiyge ang startlfod, Lizzie
looked up into a smiling, beand ¢
dud felt herself clasped frresistably t
Sta'lnl'huli.\"n Inazcin.,

SO ! consin John 1"

“My darling! My pretty  pet-hind
erying and sobbing this way all by your-
sell!  Did you think 1 had  forgotien
yvou? Did you think I coulil ever love
any one but yourself, Lizzie"”

Lizzie stealghiensml  herself, checks
and eyes hinzing—hey heart as prowd as
It was tender,

SHnt yondidn't—"" =he hozan.

SN0 huts in the question, T pon-
tinted 3 “noba world antil yon hear me,
L did not write to yon becanse 1T wishoedlo
lenve you entively froe, to see I you
woutlil staad the test ol ahaones, and ool
forget e, [ owroto to Susie Hastings
becanse, her futher being old and fnflrm,
she aftends to his Dusiness matiers, |1
was Lhere yesterday morning, to close g
bargnin with liim for the snuesest,
lovelicst little nest of  cotlage o the
whole State, 1 should have bheen ot Ma-
plewood towday, ot T had pressing mat-
ters to Took after. Awd now, you proe-

ious, mistrusting, jealons, little darling,
if I had time, I'd Kkiss every brown curl
on your hemd. There, not a word, you
are mine; I wouldu’t bhear, *No,” if you
were to say it. S0 hurry, now, they
are walting for us at Sleepy Hollow.
Ruun, and dress as fast as yon ean, but
nicely, too, dear—for you are you are to
be a bride to-night.”

Lizzie turned back
wonder.

“Yes, a bride, darling; your father
and mother are willing, and mine are
anxions, anmd the parson Is In repdi-
ness—yon will not object 2’

Lier cheeks bloomed like blush-roses;
but she ran up to her room, and diving
into the great chest, brought out the
red merino, with its sparkling bugles,
amd dainty laces. and the little pearl
comb that was w hold back the tresses
from her fair, sweet face. She was not
a fushionuble woman, and John did not
huve to wait long. In 4 few moments
she was at his side, tucked away in the
buflalo-robes, and the horses were golng
like the wind. ;

“You litele silly, vou,” whispered
Sasie [astings, as she conducted her
up stairs, “Yon wantell to make a
bride of me did you—you and Miss Pa-
melia together? Bridemald, that’s my
place, little one.”

And that night, in the light of the
blazing wood-fire, in the sight of hoary
grandsires and blooming cousins, consin
John received his bride—ani the Chrise-
s stars never looked down upon a
falrer one.

in wide-eyad

THE ORPHAN'S CHRISTMAS EVE,

BY MARY A. DENISON,

It had * een snowing heavily all day,
but toward night had cleared off, and
now u keen, bitter wind was blowing,
that cut to the very bone. It was so
cold, indeed, that bot few persons were
on the strects, althongh it was Christ-

mas-eve, Usuaally, at this hour, on the
night Dbefore the great holllay, the

pavements were crowded with people;
happy children  going, hand-In-hand,
with their pareats, to buy toys; gay
lookers-on; maskers in grotesgque gar-
ments: and boys blowing horns; every-
thing aml everybody jubilant with joy
and merriment.  But now  thie streces
were almost deserted, for the snow Ly o
foot decp. In vain the shop windows
Lliazed with gas and exhibited their very
choicest stores.  Here and there a4 news-
boy, steoping to face the blast, cried the
evening papers; and now and then
solitary cab drove almost noiselessly
through the white streets, The gale
roared through the wrees of the public
square, and the icicles rattled down
from the eaves. It was as desolate a
winter's nightas vou ever suw.

Suddenly, a bare-footed little girl,
thinly elad, and shivering with
cold, turned a coruer, and cune fave Lo
face with one of the most briliantly-
lighted toy-shops in that quarter of the
town. She had evidently been abromd to
gather fuel for a seanty fire, for she car-
ried an old, torn basket on her arm, in
which were chips and other bils of re-
fuse wood, which bhad been picked up
everywhere amd anywhere.
At sight of the dazzling window and
of the glories it revealed, the poor little
thing stopped. Her eyes sparkled with
joy. Her breath ecame short. For a
momnent she forgot the want and misery
it home—the tireless room, the empty
cupboard, the sick mother—and could
think of nothing but the lovely things
the window contained. Oh! that doll,
that ,Tflnrionﬂ. gorgeous ecreature; the
spangled dresses that seemed covered
with dizmonds: the funny, fmnny masks.
she had pever had a Christmas-tree her-
self; but she had heard of such things,
aud she pasped, breathlessly, gazing ut
adoll.
“Where will it go 1 wonder! To
some onc who lives in a beautiful house,
I expeet and has everything she wanis,
even to pies and tunrkeys for Christmas,”
she added, in a longing little voice.
#0h, dear!™

That sigh reached the ear of a tall,
dark man who was passing, leaning
upon the arm of another gentleman.
e looked down, at first with wonder
and then with pity, upon the sweet face
and eyes; upon the little red hands that
were grasping  the basket; the poor,
little hands thatshould have Deen white
and dimpled; upen the bare Tect; and
then againinto the deen. wistful eves,

“What a pretty child!™ he thought,
“Poor little thing!” And he asked,
stopping, his voice softenerd to tender-
ness, “What is your name, little one #*

The child, roused from her absorp-
tion, looked up, swrtled, but, seeing a
kindly face, she answered, drveppiug a
conrresy,

“T.u--.?', sir

Lucy! It was the name of his only
sister, whom he had not seen for many
a long year; not since he had gone away,
after the death of their parents and the
sale of the old homestead up in New
England, determined to make his way
in the world,  What & train of memories
it called up! He thought of the happy
old duys, anid of sweet Hetty Moss, and
then of the utter despair that followed,
when his father died a bankrapt, and his
mother followed of a hroken heart, and
some far-nway relatives came and took
his sister ont of charity. and old Deaecon
Moss shut his ddoors agaiust him.  The
shame and angnizh of it all returned on
him ag sharply 18 when he had first felt
it, @ lad of twenty : bhut back also eame
the mewmory of his sister, il he almost
persuaded himself, for a moment, that
the child before him looked like his
“little Lucsy™ bhad {ooked st her nge.
There was a tremor of expoeetation in his
vaiee as he sald;

“Laey what, dear ™

“Laey Pettigrew ™

Ab Lt was a vame he had never heand.
dut, remembering that his sister’s chilid
would not bear her meother’s maiden
name, he asked agnin:

“And haye you always livad here§”

“Always. A= long as 1 can remem-
ber.  Father was a soldier, von know,

1"

amd was killed in the war. Now there
is nobody but mother and me. ™ =
He locked agnin at the child, The

funeiod resemblapee o his sister  hal
taded,  The *“little Luey™ of long azo
hael blue eyes and fluxen hair; both bnir
andl eves here were brown.

There wius an el of the dicam, then!
He gave asigh at the thousht, Dt he
put his hand in Wis pocket, taok gutb 5
greenbnek apd offerad it 1o the ehild,
sayingy

*Don’t you want sowme foys,my dear?”

The ehild looked down.  Her face was
very red. Sudidenly she seemotl to take
:I.ll]lrlilu'l' resolution—she looked up ad
sl :

SO, sie! s five dollae=! It would
buy muunma everythiog. She s sick,
you know, and L ongihy to be haine this
nHntle e wis S0 wiong 1o e to stop
hiere. 0 yon please sie, Ul moch rather
spenmd it for her,™ she said, vapidly and
incoherently.

“So you shall, deyr!
now, Lt WY Tl
yout liyes™

“We live on Carpentier srect, No. 10,

e

lhtl'!‘_\' TG
bt fiest tell me whers

And inay keop the five dollaes, may 1,

<py i
Sortabiily,  Yeou shgll have 4 dagll,

too. T will bring 6 wysell, to-mor-

row
S
hwer eves dancing,
With these wards, she giitherod hor
thin shuwl abont her did Loareied away,
The gentieman, who had entrled on
this conversation with Laey, took the
ariny of iz compaiiion aealn, aad sald
o all this beings back the past Lo
we! Yoo liave often heard me apeth of
Hedy Moss, I supposed she was dend
long apo,” he added, with a sigh, “or
marvied, wliieh, 1or me, is worse,  Bug
Ab sixteen she was the lovellest ereature
[ ever have seen. 1 shall never fopget
thavaday, affer my Gatlier sil ogother had
Been bueksl, that 1T wenl to <ee her, in-

will you, sie?" she ill|l'|'l'|||l|i!l].
R

| tending, even then, to go away and try

my fortunes, but expecting that she
would bid me Gogd speed, and that her
her father, who bl always been kind to
me, would do the same, Ah, Charley!
we must all, sooner or later, learn hard
lessons; and I learned my firet eruel one
that d“f-- The old man met me himself.
Well, I won’t dwell on it. He declined
to let me see Hetty ; ealled me af s
brat, worse, the child of a bankrupt,’
amd bade me one. Kver since then I
have had less faith in human nature,”

“No, you haven't” answered his
friend, bluntly, “You think you have,
But, old fellow, you are too good to talk
such nonsense, and please, God! yon’ll
be happy yet, though not with Hetty,”

“My first tesk, now that I am rich,
and home at last,” answered the other,
“will be to get on the traces if 1 ean, of
poor Luey. After I left America, I ¢con-
tinued to write for vears, but never get-
tng any answer, I finally gave it up.
Christmas onee over, I shall start for the
old homestead ; but I fear all clue to her
is lost.”

Meantime, Lucy was hurrying home,
feeling herself anew being. In spite of
the snow, her bare feet, her cold, numb
fingers, we question if there was a hap-
pler child in the city.

“‘See, mother,! oh, see!” she cried,
when she got home, with a great sol of
happiness, “we shall have some Christ-
us, ufterall; a gentieman gave it to me,
and  said it was five dollars. Oh,
mother! mother! I'm so happy! five
whole dollars to spend for Chrfalmae!
Why, I never henmreor such a thing,”
and her mee fairly glowed. “Isn’tita
—ua miracle, mamma

“My dear child, it seems like one!™
said her mother, holding out her wasted
hand, and regarding the money.

The sad, sweet, wasted fuce lighted np
with a glow of thankfalness as she lis-
tened to the little narrative.

“Oh, my darling!"” she eried, “it was
sent for shoes and stockings for your
poor feet. I cried to see you go ont into
the snow to-day : and I prayed in agony
to the dear Lord to help us; and this is
the answer,”

“But 1 don't want the shoes, mamma,
1 want Christmas,” said Lucy, with a
disappointed face. “He told me to go
in and buy toys. We never did have a
Christmas, and 1 wanted to see how it
secins.”™

Very soon there was & loud knock at
toor; and when it was opened, in came
two stont men with an enormous basket
between them, and put it]down; and
there it sat looking up into the widow's
face, with great, ronnd eyes of polatoes
and squashes, and bulging packages that
told of plenty.

“Who iz this for?
mother, quite pale,

“It's for n widow by the name of
Pettigrew,”

“Buat who sent it?"

“1 don’t know who sent it—it's paid
for, that’s all I eare about.”

The door ghut, the men had vanished,

“Oh, mother! we're dreaming—just as
sure as you live we're dreaming ! cried
the delighted child, dancing about the
basket. “Why, there's everything
there; why, the Lord keeps working
wiracles, don’t he?”

“Call Hetty Moss, child,” said her
mother, sinking back in her chair, quite
overcome; aud presently Hetty came in,
a staid, sweet-looking woman, not over
thirty, with soft, dewy bloe eyes, and
lips thut always looked smiling.

“Why, Lucy, you've been your
mother’s good angel to-day,” said Hetty,
stooping over the basket.and lifting the
packages, “*Sure enough, here’s Christ-
mas for you :** and she took an enormous
turkey from the baskat,

‘I'here was another knoeck at the door,
and a tall man entered, and stood there
on the threshold. The sick woman
looked up, and a great ery, the cry of
uncontrolled joy rang through the
room.

“‘Robert! Robert!"

The man was on his knees beside his
sister, Iiis arms about her, kisssing her
eyes, her lips, her forehead.

asked Lucy’s

Explanations eame brokenly, 1In
gpite ot his first disappointment, some-
thing  kept telliug the stran-

gerthat “little Luey™ might after all, be
his sister's child, He could not rest,
therefore, until he had come to see,
And Luey told how she had married,
but her husband and she had always
been poor, and how her husband had
been killed at Antictam.

“There is my gnardian angel,”” said

the tearful woman, at last, pointing to
Miss Hetty; “you may thank her that 1
am yet alive.”
For the first time, now, the stranger
saw there was another woman in the
room. There was silence for the space
of a moment. Miss Hetty Moss loaked
him straight in the eye, her color flit-
ting and returning, the breath coming
quick through her parted lips.

“It iy you, Hetty—but you do not re-
member me,” he said, hesitatingly, yet
appealingly.

Y Yes, do, Robert,” came with a

quick gasp. “Oh, Robert!" and as he
rushed forward, her hands were in his,
her head upon his shoulder,
Then came Hetty Moss’ story. She
had always been faithful to her love.
Ier father, after some years, had died
insolvent. Hetty, after his death, had
lefu the village where she had been
born, and had come ta the great oity in
search of elaployment.  Here, by one of
those inserntable deerees of Providence
that the ignorant eall chance, he had
come aeross Robert's sister, now a wid-
ow, and almost penniless.  They  hal
thrown in their lot together. Hetty
had =kill with her needle, besides some
taste in dress, and had set ap, in o hoan-
ble way, as ndress-inaker, Somotimes
she went ont by day’s work, and =ome-
times lubored at home. In these lutter
cases, Mrs. Pettigrew helped her with
her neslle,  But, latterly, the thnes had
been hard, work was scarce: and both
lind been near o starving.,  Oan the
Christmns-eve, when little Lucy went
ont ta see it she conld gather a few sticks
or chips, they had not a doliar between
themn,

“1 have more money than [ know
what to do with,” said the newly=rfound
byother, **You shull never, Luecy, dear,
kunow want ngain.

Neeid we tell the sequel?  How there
was o orand dinner in one of the most
elegant private parlors of the Continen-
tal Hotel the next day 3 and how Hetty
became u bride ) wouk av two alter; or
Low 1ile buey never knew agaln the
pangs of poverty, or the longing for a
Chiristmas doll!

CImIsSTN
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AS UHEENERY.

In a2 quaint ehironicle of ol customs
we are told that, “Wherever draidism
existed, the houses were decked with
evergreens in Decembor, thut the syl-
yau =pleits might vopair to them, and
rewnin unnipped with rost and cold

winds until o milder season had re-
newed the folinge of  their darling
abogdes,”

Fhere s somoethlng charming In the
faing, flne lavor of thiz ancient fancy,
with its pathetie yearning after the van-
tshed  smmmer and  its prophecies of
hope, Something subtle, too, and tey-
der in its vecagnition af the ‘I!!_-iai“\ii‘
resenee of the “sylvan spivits™ in the
uihitations of men. Ah! those spirits
still come to onr homes, working their
chinem thvough loal and bagd and blos-
sont, inting of fposhinoess, of freedom, of
all heautitul things, renewlog the conr-
age which else wonll fall, and wiling
ws tsonsibly from the hoat and burden
of evory doy Into the pefreshiment amd
tho wider e of nature,

Every mignonette-pot, every ivory
spray which we cherish during long
winters becomes the dwelling of one of
these invisible elves.  1is spell is upon
sy it unheard voiee breathes hope futo
vur hearts,  Aund when with laving fin-
gergawe hgyng the wreaths \\'l:‘u‘h woins-
wemorate  the  great Birtlulay of the

vear, these voices take on higher mean-

ings, sing not only of the transient

that fadeless Summer which at Christ-
mas time,eighteen centuries ago bloomed
for the wh world.

So let ns not question whether the
sweet custom had origin In far-away
and forgotten heathenism. Whatever

Christian usage, and Is cl v to
us from the early dawn of faith. ILetus
celebrate Yule-tide with green boughs
a8 our forefathers did, teaching little
fingers to aid in the work, and childish
eyes to hall it as earnest of all holiday
pleasure; so shall our own realization of
the season be brightened, and *““Merry
Christinns™ come to each and all of us
with a deeper and truer meaning.
Dregsing a house with evergreens is
by no means the luborions work many
people ilua%lne it. The heavy, cumber-
some wreaths ased In trimming churches
are out of place in small rooms, where
lightness and elegance should be the
effects aimed at. In fact thére is no
need of tying wreaths at all—especlally
if ground-pine is largely employed in
the decoration of a parlor. ‘
The cholee varieties of this pretty
plaut are rare in our woods, but the
commoner sort can be found anywhere
in the New England and Middle States.
If gathered before the snow falls and
stored away in a perfectly cool cellar, it
will keep fresh for a fortnight or more
—in fact until it is wanted. Care shonld
be taken to press it closely into a barrel,
and it should be sprinkled lightly with
a watering-pot once or twice to preveut
dryness,
There is no Christmas green which is
more satisfactory than this, The long
plinnt shoots, tufted with feathery palm-
shaped leaves, adapt themselves to ev-
ary curve and angle. Nothing can be
easier o tnanuige.—il. is but a touch, a
twirl, aud vou have a graceful ornamant
for cornive, frame, window or door.
Swung from a cord,twined over a chan-
delier, trained in a light drapery about
a picture—the result is debghtful and
immediate. A couple of pins, a tack, or
the elastic toughness of the stem itselr,
holds all in place, and five minutes
suflices to produce effects wheh half an
hour's laborious "bunohluﬁ and tying'’
m;tc;' the old method would not accom=
plish,
Then there is no emd to the wariet
which can be secured by mixing this
with other evergreens. Laurel boughs,
twigs of solt-piue, hemlock, arbor vite,
sprays of holly or Mahonia, ure all sus-
ceptible of pretty vombination. The ev-
ergreen ferns which we can gather in
the woods at all times during the winter
may be gracefnlly massed in a bowl or
deep vase heneath a picture, as a sort of
clasp. (o a branching frame of light
vine-like wreaths of the ground-pine.
Antumn-leaves roughly pressed in large
boughs, and grouped {ulgh up on walls
behind engravings or above doorg, are
extremely bright and decorative. Clus-
ters of smaller leaves, with gold and
brown ferus, many colored sumachs,
ani delicate creepers—Linnea Chiogones,
partridge-berry-vine, blackberry sprays,
or wild strawberry tendrils—nuake a
beautiful finish below a bracket or some
choice bit of art which the, housohold
desires to honor. The shining brown
cones of the fir jmingle well with ever-
reens of all sorte—lichened twig with
s scales of pearly gray and filameuts
of pale moss will not come amiss, and
perbaps a Dbird's-nest couched on its
bough, to which a few yellow leaves
still clime. With these materials, skill-
ful fingers to group them together, and
here and there, round some speciall
prized medallion or passe-partout, a del-
‘icate arabesgue of that exquisite climb-
ing fern which has of late come into the

-market as an object for sale, the decora-

tive l)haru.pherlmlln of the season may
be said to he complete.
And then as—

“Christmus loves jolly crew
Who cloudy care defy,"”

do not forget to add that of the room, a
blazing fire, which as a venerable au-
thority gays Is ““The vizible heart and
soul of Christmas.” And while twin-
ing the wreaths warm yourself as well
with these words from the same old
chronicle:

“Every holly bough and lump of ber-
ries  with which you adorn
houses Is an act of natural piety as well
as benuty, and will enable you in snom-
mer days to relish that green world of
which yon show yourselves not un-
worthy.”

CINNAMON.

There is but little doubt but that Cey-
lon still produces the finest cinnamon,
and that it is superior in flavor to both
the Malabar and Java spice.

The land under cinnamon cultivation
in Ceylon is about 15,000 acres, The
best cinnamon s thin, shining and of a
lightish yellow: it is slightly sweet, aud
has an aromatic flavor. It is cultivated
by seeds, shoots or layers, and old
stumps are transplanted 3 a quicker re-
turn is obtained by the last procedare.-
as shoots fit for peeling can be eut after
thev have been planted for eighteen
months. The coltare by seedg Involves
turning up about a foot square of ground
at intervals of about six feet; the seeds
(thre or fonr) are then deposited, some
ashes having been previously placed in
holes. The seeds are also planted some-
times in nurseries, and the growing
roots teansplamed. The peeling  com-
mencees about the end of April, and con-
tinues untill the end of October. When
the shoot is grown sufliciently large, the
skilled laborer, or Chalia as he is endled,
ingerts a sharp instroment shmilar to a
bill-hook, obliguely into itz the cutis
then c¢losely examined, to ascertain if
the bark separates readily from the
wood 3 ifsuch be not the ease, the shoot
is lelt to be operated on at some future
time, T'he shoots that ave cut are generally
aboutl three quarters of an inch in dizan-
eter, sl four feet in lengthy they are
then stripped of all thelr leaves, and two
invisions. running lengehwise, are made
in the bark, when, in a gencrality of
cases, 0 considerabile portion of the latter
comes off lu one piece, The bark is Kept
for abont thirty hours, and fermentation,
to some extent, is thus provoked; the
external covering of the bark is removed
with s crooked Kaife, In about ten hours
after this has been done, the sections
are put  one inta the otbier, and this is
calied pipingi the pipes thus preparced
are exposed o the influences of both aly
and sun for two or three days, and are
then made up into bundles of about
twenty-cight pomads  each, warehoused
and shipped, "The plants ave in flower
in the month of Janwiry  amd the sesds
are vipein July and August. Theex-
udation from the berries, when Dboiled
amd allowed to heeome cold, ﬁ“‘nh‘hul
# kind of wax, which the Kaudyan
grandocs used to form  into candles,

- -

LOOSE EIATM LYING AROUND,

Where do you put the loose hair girls,
after you have combed and brushed and
maede your luxuriant tresses to look #o
pretty? 1'm just wfrald you give them s
twirl abont your fluger and toss them out
of the window, You neéedn’t answer e,
far fear you will hinve to tell me thiz or
tell an untruth,
Ugh! 1 feel s if 1 just swollowed a
dose af Julap when I am passing your
doors and see these little tell-talos 1ying
ubout on the pavement. Itlsa dirty
trick, and 1 oan't soe how any youn
mun can wake love toyon or keep his
lighted troth, Don't 50 it any more
dears—yon did’ut think how it looked,
or whata naughty take it told—Just burn
them, stick them away back in the stove
so they willbhe sureé to burn to ashes,
Remember !

o
A grooar in the Bowery announces
“ Uayanyembe coffee, dircet from the
sources of the Nile.” Coming from

therenbouts one might speak of it rather
us cullee than coffee.

splendors of woods and gardens, but of

its source, it bears the stamp of ages of

Business notices in loonl columns will bochar
ed for nt the rate of 16 conts por line for f
insertion and cight cents per line for cach s
sogquent insertion

Business curds 195 per line per annnm.

Yearly midvertisers discontinuing their adver
tisements before the expiration of thelrcontracts
will be charged according to the above rates.

Trunsient ndvertisements must invariably he
paid for in advance. Regular advertisements
to be puid at the expiration of ench guarter.

MIITI.ANGE,

A house full of daughters is a celiar
full of sour beer.— Dutch proverbs.

A thief running away is a scamp; but
& policeman’s chase after him is a scam-
per.

The New Year's guestion for New
Yorkers—Will the gray Mayor prove
the better horse?

Miss Amy R—, of ITowa, welghs356

unds. No man will marry her, for
ear of big Amy.

In the councils of the Republican

ty is mccordwain; but among the
‘rispins is a cordwainer.

As the cold weather comes on, many
a susceptible fiancee is impelled to pilve
the mitten to the chap she has on her
hands.

A young lady of Gratiot, Mieh., still a
minor, bhas two husbands living, to each
of whom she has been married twice
within a few monthg. d
The difference between 1 hotel-keeper

ndiscreet publisher

and the of the Ad-
wertiser is that one lets out rooms and
the other lets out ramors,
An Illineis schooboy has been fined
by a police magistrate for kissing the
schoolmistress; under what precize
crimnal statute is not stated.
Massilon, O., i3 small, but has 1
widows and mumrrhgu“ of. ls.
any young man is rous
widow, Hgasllon is the place. :
The ornithological smile sometimes
applied to lawgers an account of the
length of their hilla is further borne out
by their constant to-wittering.
Mr. Thurlow Weed is reported to have
ﬁlvcn up smoking, being convinced by
alf & century’s experience thereof that
it is a remarkably slow polson.
The reason why certain ritualistic
ladies so reserve their pastor, is that
they are, metafhorically q;:n.klnE. the
ewes ol the flock, while he is the Ewer.
:-ilmPlc a8 may seem the little suceu-
lent bivalve it takes all the forces of na-
ture to make a ¢lam 3 bot in England it
only takes Mr. Disraeli to make a
clamor. .
What distinetion can be drawn between
nauusuﬁjmadeufll ng . and
other things generally? Why the form-
er is ate setter and the the latter is et
ceterer,

An  unsccountable oversight—When
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Mr. Darwin was looking for Irﬁmnts
to prove man's simian i guite
overlooked the instance of the rI'm-lmnlsy

Indians.

A Californlan Indinn belle lately at-
tempted to introduce the before-the-full
fashion of nothing and a hoop-skirt as a
promenade costume in the streets of San
¥Franciseo.

l’.onk‘l:ﬁat specimens of bandwriting
displayed In show-cases by certain pro-
fessors of chirography, their ornature
led o wit ofone of the clubs to remark
that the business was evidently a flour-
ishing one,

Man and wife are generally
one. Some people, thongh, reckon |
as two. But ten is the pro?er l
tion of some persons—the wife one| i
the husband a cipher. e
A new fancy drink, called the * air-
wave cobbler,” has just been introduced.
Seven of them instigated an ungram-
matical zany to say that *‘ them air-
waves had blown some good at last.”

The epizootic eat-arrh has extended

In Massachusetts to the feline us,
and a catachrestical reporter
it us * catalepsis cataractes,”” Being a

zymotic disease, it probably spreads
catalysis,

In the coming trial of the Tichborne
claimant Mr. gby Seymour, Q. C.,
will be the leading counsel. Herecelves
1,000 guineas retainer, and 50 guineas a
day “ refresher ” during the continu-
ance of the trial.

The highest praise we can award to
the best of our own sex is to say that he
2 “all man;"” but the ave womnan
of the period is all mauner. ich is
an argument not heretofore advanced
in favor of female suffrage.

As an instance of how the t ad-
ministration transcends the traditions of
our government it wmay be observed
that while our national emblem is only
a fow] the political doings at Washing-
ton are continually becoming fouler.

A colored resident of Port Jervis has
no ribs.  All the respectable citizens
and most of the clergy of the place are
willing to give certificates to the fact,
but none of them have explained what
keeps him from collapsing when he but-
tons his waistcont.

Thatching valuable ivy and shrubs
with straw is a work of eharity now be-
ing carrled on extensively in the city.
The straws used are of the kind that
show how the wind blows to the publie
generally, but coneeal that information
from the plants.

A Savanuah gentlemen, having set a
steel-trap to discover what became of
his uhictens, found his mother-in-law
grievously lacerated mnext morning.
Sinee then the demand for steel-traps
is said to bs something uaprecedented
in the hardware trade in Georgin.

Kansas is doing up divorces with a
promptuess and despateh which threat-
en toliuterlcre with the custom of Indi-
ann, A lady who was somewhat prossed
sed for time the other day, was unmar-
riad, leensed, remarried, and off ou her
second wedding trip, all within a quar-
ter of an hour. r

A woman of gallantry, becoming old
and dangeronsly ill, sent for her con-
:‘ms.m'. \;‘llo u.'iauu- and said o her: * It
& now time for you to forget your past
lire, and to think on lovin Goﬁ nlone.™
“ Alas, father,” she replied, * at my
time of life how c¢an | think of any
new amonrs ¥’

The beauty of having a female pro-
tector was finely illustrated on Wed-
nesday last in Anderson, Tenn. Two
men respectively Shaffer and  Eslett
gquarrelleld, and Shaffer was evidently

-

on the point of being well th .
when his wile ste F“F“ with & small
bowie-knife and Killed Eslott.

A Philadelphin wedding arranged for
December, will put on exhibition a
bride’s dress, it is said, made by the
Purisian Worth, woud cost $9,000, “Worth
mukes the man, and want of it the fel-
low," says Pope, bat in this case, how-
ever  the bridegroom is ten wp,
Worth, ns well as want of worth, we
presume, is o mnke the bed-fellow also.

A scholerly wndertaker of this eity
will shortly sond to press a volume de-
precating the manufacture sud use of
nitro-glyoerine,  Should the employ-
ment of that explosive agent become
wore general, he says then his ** oceu-
pation’s gone,” since wo romains are
ever found after u pltro-glycerine blow-
up.

Mr, Greeley’s funeeal Wednesday
wis one of the largest and most impos-
ing pageants of the kiml that New York
hns witnessed since the death of Lincoln.
Business was generally suspended i

were at half-mast, and public and pri-
vate bulldings were drapped in mourn-
Ing. Theorowd that gathered to pay
their last sad respects to the deceased
Fh{lnmhmplst was  esthoated st two

mdred thousand.

Here is an indieation of the charming
way in which woman is to adarn our
wlitics:  *At Pittsfield’s - Maplewood
nstitute Tuesday morning, the ymmﬁ
indles of Republican procllivities a
came into ochape! for prayers ln ht
colored dresses and with red, white and
blue ribbons about thelr pnﬂhﬂemkn
and twined in their bairv, w the
Demoeratic sisters  appeared in black
dresses and sashos and with erape ties.
Who says the coming woman won't
vote?™




